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language, nevertheless gave her a vivid conception of the
wealth and beauty and vastness of the earth.
"How large the world is!" she remarked to Nikolai
one day.
She was most delighted with the insects, especially the
butterflies. Wonderingly she studied the drawings.
"Aren't they lovely, Nikolai Ivanovich?" she said. "How
much of this loveliness there is everywhere—all unknown
to us, flying past unseen. People rush about, knowing noth-
ing, seeing nothing—no time for it, and no desire. How
much joy we would have if we knew about the riches
of the earth and how many wonderful things live on it.
And everything is for everybody, and each thing is for
all—isn't that so?"
"Indeed it.is," smiled Nikolai as he brought her anoth-
er illustrated book.
People often came to see him in the evenings. Among
his guests were: Alexei * Vasilyevich, a handsome man
with a pale face and a black beard—very imposing and
taciturn; Roman Petrovich, a pimply, round-headed per-
son who was always clucking regretfully over something
or other; Ivan Danilovich, a small, thin man with a point-
ed beard and a high voice—quick and noisy and sharp
as a stiletto; Yegor, who was always laughing at himself,
his comrades, and the illness which kept getting worse.
There were other people too, who came from distant
towns. Nikolai held long quiet talks with them, always
on the same subject—the working people of the world.
They would argue excitedly, waving their hands and drink-
ing great quantities of tea. Sometimes while they talked
Nikolai would compose proclamations which he would
then read to his comrades. They would instantly copy
them and the mother would carefully gather up the pieces
of torn drafts and burn them.
As she poured tea for them she would wonder at the
fervour with which they talked about the life and fate
of the working people, about the best and the quickest
means of spreading the truth among them and of rallying

